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The Tragedie of.Hamlet\ 


Ofr . Exccedingly,my Lord,it is very fcultry,as ’ewere 
1 cannot tell how: but my Lord,his Maiefty bad meiig- 
nifie to you, that he ha’s laid a great wager on your head: 
S*r, this is the matter. 

Ham. I befecch you remember. 

Ofr . Nay,in good faith, for mine cafe in good faith : 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at 
his weapon. 

Ham. What’s his weapon ? 

Ofr. Rapier and dagger, 

Hans. That’s two or his weapons; but well. 

Ofr.The fir King ha’s wag’d with him fix Barbary Hor- 
fes, againft the which he impon’d as I take it, fixe French 
Rapiers and Poniards, with their aifignes, as Girdle, 
Hangers or fo: three of the Carriages infaith are very 
dcare to fancy, very refponfiueto the hilts, moft delicate 
carriages, and of very Iiberall conceit. 

Hans. What call you the Carriages ? 

Ofr . The Carriages Sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. Thephrafe would bee more Germaine to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our fides; i would 
it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- 
fes againft fixe French Swords: their Affigne*,and three 
Iiberall conceited Carriages, that’s the French but a- 
gainftcheDanifh; why is this impon’d as you call it? 

Ofr . The King Sir,hath laid that in a dozen pafles be- 
tweeneyouand him, hee fhall not exceed yon three hies; 
He hath one twelue for mine, and rhat would come to 
imcdiatctryall, if your Lordfiiip would vouch fare the 
% Anfwere. 

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? 

Ofr - I means nay Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in tryall. 

Ham. Sir, I will walkeheere in the Hall; sf it pleafe 
his ’cis the breaching time of day with me; let 

the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpoie; I will win for him if I can : if 
not,lie gaine nothing but ray fhame,and the odde hits. 

Ofr . Shall I redeliucryou ec’n fo? 

Ham. To this effe£i Sir, after what flourifb your na¬ 
ture will. 

Ofr. I commend my duty to your. Lordfhip. 

Ham. Yours, yours; hec does well to commend it 
himfelfc, there arc no tongues clfe for’s tongue. 

Hor. Tnis Lapwing runs away with the fhcll on his 
head. 

Ham. He did Complie with his Dugge before hce 
fuck’cit: thus had he and mine more of the fame Beany 
that I knp.wjh/j drofifie age dotes on;onIy got the tunc of 
the .time, and.outward habitc of encounter, a kindc of 
yeBy cohesion, which carries them through & through 
the mofl fond ami winnowed opmipn$;and doe but blow 
rthem to their tryalls: the Bubbles are out. 

Her. You will lofe this -yyjiger,my Lord. 

Ham. I vpgppt thinke fo, fince he went into France, 

I hauebcenc in coniinuall practice; I fhall vvinne at the 
odd.s : but thou wouldeft not thinkc how all heere a- 
bciK'my heart: but it is no matter* 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham. It S3 but foolery; but it is fuch a kinde of 
gain-giuing as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mi rule difhkc any ching,obcy.I will fore, 
ftall their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, wc defie Augury; there’s a fpeciall 
Prouidencc in the fall of a fparrow. If ic be now/cis not 
to come: if ic bee not to come, ic will bee now : if it 


be not now; yet it will comcjthercadineffe UtiTr'^- 
man ha’s ought of what he Icaues. Whatk’t , , re n 0 
times? 5C t0 ’caueb c . 

Enter King, gucene, Laertes and Lords, with ot> 
dants with Foyles, and. Gauntlets a T„Ui 
Flagons of IF,neon it. 

Kin. Come E«Wef } come,and take this hand f. 
Ham,G\wt me your pardon Sir,l’ue doncv ou r ° mmc 
But pardon’c as you are a Gentleman. ^ Wfon g: 

This prefencc knowes, 

And you mu ft needs hatie heard howTam nurift^ 

With forediftraciion ? What I hauedone 
That might your nature honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heere prodaime wasmadneff- 
Was t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes} Ncuer Hamlet * ’’ 

IfAEWcrfromhimtcIfcbetaneaway: 

And when he’s not himlclfe.do’s wrong Laertes 
Then Hamlet docs it not, Hamlet denies it • * 

Who does it then? His Madneffe PIf't befo 
Hamlet is of the FaSion that is wrong’d, * 

. His madneffe is poc:e Hamlets Enemy. 

Sir, in this Audience, 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d euill 
Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts 
That I haue (hot mine Arrow o’re the houfe * 

And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. I am fatisfied in Nature, 

Whofemotinein this cafcfhould ftirrememoft 
To my Rcuengc. Butin my termes cfHonor 
I ftand aloofc, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Mafters of knowne Honor, 

1 hauc a yoyce, and prefident ofpeace 
To keepe my name vngorg’d. But till that time, 

I do rccciuc your offer’d loue like loue. 

And wil not wrong it. 

Hum. I do embrace it freely. 

And will this Brothers wager frankcly play. 

Giuc vs the Foyles: Come on. 

Laer. Come one for me. 

Ham. ] le! be your foile Laertes^ in mine ignorance, 
Your Skill fhall like a Starrs i’th’darkcft night, 
Stickeficry cffindcedc. 

Laer. You mockc me Sir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

King. Giue them the Foyles yong Ofricke, 

Coufen Hamlet, you know the wager. 

Ham. Vetic well my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laide the oddf,s a’th’weaker fide. 

King . I do not feare it, 

I hauc feene you both: 

But fince he is better’d,we haue therefore oddes. 

Laer. This is too hcauy. 

Let me fee another. 

Ham, This likes me well, 

Thefe Foyles haue all a length. TreparetofLy* 
Ofricke. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the Scopes of wine vpon thatTable: 

I f Hamlet giue the fit ft, or fecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the Battlements their Ordinance fire, 

The King Thai drinke to Hamlets better breath. 

And in rhe Cup an vnion fhal he throw 
Richer then that,which fourc fucceffiuc Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne. 

Giue 
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^Tibs the Cups, 

*ld let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeake, 
the Trumpet to the Cannoneer without. 

The Cannons to the Heauens, the Hcaueti to Earth, 

L w the King drinkes to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
j you the fudges beaie a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on fir, 

leser. Come on fir. They flay. 

Ham. One. 
laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Of. A hit, a very palpable bir. 
laer. Welhagaine. 
j ling. Stay, giue me drinkf. 
ifamlet, this Pearleis thine, 
acre’s to thy health. Giue him the cup. 

Trumpets found, and foot goes ojK 

Jlam. Ueplay this bout fitftjfct by a-whilc. 

Conie: Another hit; what fay yoa ? ^ 
latr. A touch, a touch, I do confelTe. 
ging. Our Sonne fhall win. 

%. He’s fat.and fcant of breath. 

Hcc 7? s a Napkin, rub thy brewes, 

The Queene Carowfes to thy fortune, Hamlet, 
jjam. Good Madam. 

King- Gertrude , do not drinke. 

Qu. I will my Lord; 
j pray you pardon me. 

* King. 11 is the poy fon’d Cup, it is too late, 
flam- 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, 

By and by. 

Qtt. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
laer. My Lord, lie hit him now. 

King. I do not thinke’t. 

laer. And yet ’cis almoft ’gainft my confcience, ’ 
Ham. Come.for tbt third. 

Laertes, you but dally, 

Ipray you paffc with your beft violence, 
lam affear’d you make a wanton ofroe. 

laer. Sayyoufo?Comeon. Flay. 

Ofr. Nothing neither way. 
laer. Haue at you now. 

In feuffling they change Rapiers. 

King. Part them, they are.incens’d. 

Ham. Nay come, againc. 

Of. Looke to the Queene there hoa. 

Her. They bleed on both fides. How is’t my Lord ? 
Of. How is’t Laertes} 

Laer, Why as a Woodcocke 
To mine Sprindge, Oficke, 
am iuftly kill’d with mine owr.e Treachcrie. 

Ham. How does the Q«ecne? 

King. She founds to fee them blcede. 

$u. No,no, the drinke, the drinke. 

Oh my deerc Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke, 
lampoyfon’d. 

Ham. Oh Villany! How ? Let the doore be lock’d. 
Treacherie, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet. 

Hamlet , thou art flaine. 

No Medicine in the world can do thee good, 

In thee, there is not halfe an houre of life; 

The Treacherous Inftrumcnt is in thy hand, 

Vnbated and envenom’d: the foule pra£fifei 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me. Loe, heere I lye, 

Neuer to rife againe; Thy Mothers poyfon’d: 


I can no more, the King, the King's too blame. 

Ham. The point envenom’d too. 

Then venome to thy worke. 

Harts the King. 

All. Treafoii,Treafon. 

King. O yet defend me Friends,I am but hurt. 

Ham. Heere thou inceftuous, murdrous. 

Damned Dane, 

Drinke off this Potion: Is thy Vnion heere ? 

Follow my Mother. King Dyes, 

Laer. He is iuftly feru’d. 

It is a poy fon temp’red by himfelfc: 

Exchange forgiuenefle with me. Noble Hamlet ; 

Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee, 

Nor thine on me. Dyes. 

Ham Heauen makethec free of it, I follow thee. 

I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adicw. 

You that looke paie, and tremble at this chance, 

That are but Mutes or audience to this a<fte : 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is ftrick’d in his Arreft) oh I could tell you. 

But let it be: Horatio, I am dead, 

Thou liu’ft, report me and my caufes right 
To the vnfarisfied. 

Hor. Neuer beleeue it. 

I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane; 

Hccre’s yet fome Liquor left. 

Ham. As th'art a man. giue me the Cup. 

Let go, by Heauen I Ic haue’t. 

Oh good Horatio , what a wounded name, 

(Things (landing thus vnknowne) (hall liue behind me. 
jf thou did’ft eucr hold mein thy heart, 

Abfeotthee from fclicitie awhile. 

And in this harlb world draw thy breath in painc, 

To tell myStoric. 

Til arch afar re off, andfjout within. 
What warlike noyfeis this ? 

Enter Ofricke. 

Of. Yong Fortixhras ,vi'nh conqueft come fr6 Poland 
To th’Ambalfadors of England giues rhis warlike volly. 

Ham. OI dye Horatio: 

The potent poy (on quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 

I cannot liue to heare the Nc wes from England, 1 
But I dopropheficth’elc£Hon lights 
On Fertinbras, lie ha’s my dying voyce. 

So tell him with the occurrcnts more and Icfife, 

Which hauefolicited. The reft is fileuce. 0, 0 ^ 0 , 0 , Dyes 
Hera. Now crackca Noble heart: 

Goodnight fwcet Prince, 

And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reftj 
Why do’s the Drummc come hither ? 

Enter Fortmlrai and Fnglifh Ambajfador jarith Drttmme, 
Colours .and ji'tendants. 

Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it ye would fee; 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceale your fearch. 

For. His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death. 
What feaft is toward in thine eternajl Cell. 

That thou fo many Princes, at a (hoote. 

So bloodily haft ilrooke. 

Amb. The fight is difmaii. 

And our affaires from England come too late, 

Theearcs are fenfclefle that fliould giue vs heating, 

To tell him his comma nd’ment is fulfill’d, 

q q That 
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